wished could always go to the tillage inn for a drink). The third rule was
that eleven o'clock was bedtime. Those who intended to be out later were
expected to tell the host beforehand. To go to Yalta for the Red Army
conceit meant that they could not be back before midnight. Ludmilla
told the host,

Valodya, who joined them confidently during their evening walk*
seemed to have recovered his spirits, and was again his charming impudent
self. He told them funny stories about his factory, mimicked the Leningrad
film stars and dashed into the village restaurant to procure them a local
dainty. *c CkiburekL Try it. It has the most extraordinary taste. Like
brown paper saute, don't you think ? " They all three nibbled at the
chibvrtti*

** It's a staple food in most hot countries," protested Doctor Kravchenko,
laughing, " In India they call it Chapatti, then there's a variety they
eat in North China and another kind popular with the peasants of
Mexico."

" But it still tastes like brown paper," said Ludmilla.

After tea next day the three of them set off by car for Yalta, so that they
could spend some rime there before the concert started. Valodya had taken
pains with his appearance* He was dressed in immaculate white linen
and wearing his best roubashka, handsomely embroidered at throat, wrists*
and hem in red and black. Upon his tow hair perched an embroidered cap
with a long tasseL His shoe-lace, however, was undone as usual. Ludmilla
and the Doctor exchanged a mischievous glance. Doctor Kravchenko
wore a light silk dress, and over her shoulders her short white jacket wa&
slung student-fashion, the sleeves dangling loose. Ludmilla wore her
beautiful cashmere shawL The bus was filled with holiday-makote froai
different villages along the coast.

Yalta is a seaside resort popular since Tsarist days and with a

flavour of 1914, which Valodya, who was sensitive to atmosphere, fcdtiead
immediately. Though all he knew of those days was from books and t4d
pictures, he felt the period instinctively, There was, for instance, a fat
lady of forty tottering down the pier on high heels, She wore a short dress
with a very low waistline and the oddest of romantic hats. She held a
leash at the end of which pattered the smallest of pekmese adorned by the
largest of ridiculous silk bows* and she looked exactly like a picture-postcard
in an out-of-date album.
V&totlya and his guests ate ice-creams OBI the pier and chattered a lot
of agreeable nonsense as people do on holiday. Doctor Kravchenko, whs
was usually rather reserved, talked about her husband and Leonid. Valodya
the subject abruptly.
Aroiy omcert was very storing.   After tfaedr languid days
$*&